
The Conti call Hijlorie of 

I got a promife of this faireone heerc 
To have her love : provided that your fortune 
Atchiev’d her miflres. 

For. Is this true Nerrijfa ? . , 

Ner. Madam it is,lo you ftand pleafd withall, 

“Buff. And do you Gratiano mean good faith ? 

Gra. Yes faith ray Lord. 

Bajf. Our feaft Avail be much honoured in your mariage. 

Gra. Weel play with them the fiift ooy for a choufand ducats! 

Ner. What.and flake down ? 

No, we Avail nere win at that {port and flake downe. 

But who comes hcere ? Lorenzo and his Jnfideil ? 

VV hat, and my old VenecUn friend Salma 

Enter Lorenfo,]eflic;i,<«»^ Salerio?. 
from Venice. 

"Baffa. Lorenzo and «SWm«, welcome hither. 

If that the youth of my new intreft here 
Have power to bid you welcome : by your leave, 

I bid nay friends and countreymen, 

Sweet Ttrtia welcome. 

Por. So do I my Lord,they are ierirely welcome. 

Lor. J thanke your honour ;for roy part my Lord, 

My purpafe was not to have feen you here, 

But meeting with Salerio by the way, 

He did intreate me pafl all faying nay 

To come whh him along. 

Sal. I did my Lord, 

And I have realon for it,Signior tAmhonio 
Commends him to you. 

Bajf. Ere I ope his Letter 
J pray you tell me bow my good friend dotho 
Sal. Not (ick my Lord,unleflc it be in mind, 

Nor welljUnkfle in mind : his letter there 
WilHhewyouhiseftatc. open the letter* 

Gra Nerrifja , cheer yond ftranger,bid her welcome. 

Your hand Salerio, whats the newes from Venice ? 

How doth that royall Merchant good Anthonio ? 

I know he will be glad of out fucctflc, 
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the CWer chant of Venice* 

^ iTf nwpaper 

if There .re feme (hrewd contents in yond f«ne paper, 
Thar (leaks the colour from Safi*"'* 0 r cheek e, 

Sme d«« ftimd de ' d - dfe S?— S “ *' W ° d 

Could tume fo much the conftitution 
Ofany conftant man : what worfe an o 
With leave Bafanio I am halfeyonr felte. 

And I muft have the halfe ofany thing 
That this fame Paper brings you. 

Bajf. O fweet Portia, 

Hereareafewofthe unpleafaafft words 
That ever blotted Paper. Gentle Lady* 

When I did firftimpart my love to you, 

I freely told you all the wealth I bad 
Rannein my vetoes, I was a Gentleman, 

And then I told you true ; and yet deere Lady 
Rating my felfe at nothing, you (hall lee 
How much I was a Braggart, when I told you 
My ftate was nothing, I fhonld then hav? told you 
That I was worfe then nothing ; for indeed 
I have iogag’d my ftlfc to a deerc friend, 

Ingag’d my friend to his naeere enemie. 

To feed my meanes. Here is a Letter Lady, 

The Paper as the body of my friend. 

And every word in it a gaping wound 
inking life blond. But is it true Salerio, 

Hath all his ventures fail’d, what not one nit ? 

From T ripolUStomCMexico and England, 

From LubonfBarbary,mA India , 

And not one Veffell {cape the dceadfull touch 
Of Merchant-marring rocks ? 

Sal. Not one my Lord. 

Befidcs,it flvould appeare,thatif he had 
Thcprefent money to difeharge the lew. 

He would not take it : never did I know 
A creature that did heare the fhape of man 
So keen and greedy to confound a man* 
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